220          LIFE ON  THE STAGE
pair of white wings. I have a recollection, too, of 1 s rising, and, apparently unconscious of his act, lighti g the gas, while he passionately demanded of me the r< t-son why Dickens could not create a real woman,
At last we came up hard and fast against Haml t. The air was thick with stories. Part of the time e talked together in our eagerness. Mr. Barrett's coat v LS quite unbuttoned; the curl on his wide brow had gro- n as frizzly as any common curl might grow. Two roui i, red spots spread over his high cheek-bones, his eyes w re hungrily glowing; he had just taken a long breath c id made a start on an audience with the Pope, when I r. Harriott entered and said: " I beg your pardon, I r. Barrett, there's a man outside who is very anxiou ly inquiring for you/'
"For me?" exclaimed Mr. Barrett, with astoni ti-ment, " that's rather impertinent, it seems to me! "
Suddenly he noticed the gas-light. He started A o-lently, he pulled out his watch, then sprang to his f\ it, crying: " Good God! Harriott, that's my dresser lo k-ing for me — I ought to be m my dressing-room. W at will Mr. Booth think has become of me, and what, in heaven's name, do you think of me ? "
He hastily buttoned himself into rigidity, rescued be flying ends of his muffler, and holding my hands fo a moment, he laughed: "You are not only 'just Cla a/ but you are the only Clara that would make me so utt< ly forgetful of all rules of etiquette. Forgive, and go d~ byI" and he made an astonishingly hasty exit.
That " call," that lasted from one till seven, with he accompanying picture of the stately Lawrence Bar stt drinking cold tea and eating stiff cold toast, while he talked brilliantly^of all things under heaven, is one of ny quaintest memories.
One loves to think of those years of his close relati ns with Mr. Booth. Artistically, the combination was an ideal one; commercially, it was a most successful c ic; while it certainly brought out qualities of gentlei *ss